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THE RECALL: [* THE discussion now going 
TWO KINDS. on about the Recall, we 

note that a good many partici- 
pants regard the thing as an innovation. 
Opponents are convinced that it would never 
work in practice as it works in theory; both 
opponents and supporters seem to miss the 
fact that the Recall principle has been working 
for years, and generally with effectiveness and 
certainty. Of course it was not officially in 
operation, or by virtue of any act of the legis- 
lature, but public officials felt its force just the 
same—they still feel it, 
and in States where the 
Recall is not supposed to 
exist — and their sense of 
responsibility under it has 
been very keen and con- 
stant. Don’t think, re- 
spected reader, that the 
Recall is applicable to 
public officials only in the 
public interests and by 
public petition. That 
sort of recalling is some- 
times feelingly described 
as “mob rule,” and its 
application to our “ insti- 
tutions” deplored with 
pessimistic: vigor. ‘The 
Recall which has been 
for so long in flourishing 
operation is not a public 
function. It is a private 
one, though often it regu- 
lates the conduct of men 
who should be respon- 
sible to the public only. 
It is the Recall which the 
Political Boss uses in his 
business— the Political 
Boss and those power- 
ful forces for whom he 
exists —and it is a Recall 
which has a much more 
damaging effect upon our 
“cherished institutions” 
than the popular Recall 
now proposed could ever 
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have. The Recall which the Political Boss may 
use at will is a weapon with which every 
office-holder is familiar. He is made aware of 
it, if his is an elective office, when he seeks 
the nomination from the Boss’s hands, and 
once elected he well knows the result to his 
political fortunes and future if he is unmindful 
of his unwritten obligations to the head of the 
machine and the interests whom the latter 
represents. If the office-holder is stubborn, or 
forgetful, as is sometimes the case, or if he en- 
tertains outworn notions as to his duty to the 
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public which elected him, Boss Recall is bound 
to “get” him sooner or later, and, as the saying 
is, “get him good.” Long would be the list, 
could it be compiled, of the names of public 
officers here, there, and everywhere who have 
been disciplined by Boss Recall, who incurred 
the displeasure of the powers of political darkness 
because in some way they interfered with, or did 
not further with sufficient enthusiasm, the graft 
opportunities of the men higher up. That sort of 
Recall is-in operation now; slow of movement 
sometimes, but relentless and almost invariably 
sure. Now and then ap- 
pears a man who, like 
Governor WILSON of New 
Jersey, seems big enough 
and brave enough to defy 
it successfully, but if Gov- 
ernor WILSON succeeds it 
will only be because of an 
aroused and an alert pub- 
lic opinion. Much of 


pessimism, concerning the 
proposed Recall is voiced 
by the beneficiaries of the 
present system. ‘They are 
fearful lest “our institu- 
tions” be endangered. 
They tremble for “the 
future of the Republic.” 
They shake their heads at 
the possibilities of “mob 
rule,” in connection with 
which the Recall always 
is mentioned. What they 
really fear, however, is 
that under a popular Re- 
call public officers would 
be removed for failure to 
perform their public duty : 
a Recall quite different in 
purpose and practice from 
the Boss Recall which 








THEY ’RE OFF! 


Pore. they are struggling for 

mn Pewens their own private ends to 
perpetuate. The Recall 

is good or bad, according 
to those who exercise it. 


the fear, much of the_ 

















th 
Ww 
m 


to 
th 


th 






THE 





5.4 












RESCUE: 















The toque and the basket-hat! 
Is there never a style in this weary while 
For the woman who’s bravely fat? 7] 
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Patient she’s been through the long, 
long years 
As Fashion decreed each 
guise— 
In that far Paree is none built 
like a B? 
Are all dames and damsels 
I’s? 





The high tight stock ’neath a double chin 
Is a wicked and sad lampoon; 

And do flaring bows the delights disclose 
In a face like a beautiful moon? 





Can circumference measuring 
thirty-two appeal in a 
Princess fit? 
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DOLEFUL. 


Is mournful visage moved our sympa- 
thetic curiosity. Why was he so very 


ee : 

’ he’ on 
O, THE high-waist gown and the hipless mode, ae :' 
to 


Can Circumference measuring thirty-two 
Appeal in a Princess fit? 

The slim may be pert in the hobble skirt, 
But the plump in the hobble—nit! 






Sha'l we cater for aye to the thin and small? 
Are the fat not flesh 
, and blood? 


\ j} I’m a mere, mere man, 
\ 
* at 


but I’ll do what 
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a ig I can 
Ley, For the rights of a 
sisterhood. 


Princess and hobble and harem and all, 
Bow-knot and stock and hat! 
Can no fad be found for the yet uncrowned— 


The martyr who must be fat? 
Edwin L. Sabin. 





A face like a beautiful moon. 


 & 
SHE KNEW. 
RS. KNICKER.—Do you understand base- 


ball? 
Mrs. Bocker.—No, but I understand Wil- 
liam’s remarks to the umpire; it’s the same 
thing he says at breakfast. 


THE WAY IT GOES. 


EE the People assembled in the Parlor. ‘The 
Fair Young Thing looks as if she were about 








sad? He divined our thought. 

“T was one,” quoth he, in answer 
thereto, “of a pair of twins, and so much alike 
were we that our parents could not tell which was which. But in order to 
make an end of uncertainty, they decided that my brother was “ Which.” 

“Years passed. We grew to manhood, and my brother went away 
to parts unknown, never to be heard of more. Whereupon it transpired 
that I, and not he, was ‘Which.’ But it was too late to correct the mis- 
take. Hence these tears!” 

So touched were we by the simple pathos of his tale that we more 
than willingly wept with him. 
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HIS SENTIMENTS. 


BEFORE BUYING A CAR. 
GREAT SGo@T! but they. ’re reckless - these chauffeurs, 
you know. 
It isn’t, Lord knows, That we need laws; 
But hanging a couple of dozen or so 
Would teach ’em respect for the-speed laws. 


AFTER BUYING ONE. 
Hey! Hit ‘er up, chauffeur; this pace is too slow. 
It is n’t the fashion to heed laws! 
So pull ’er wide open and let the thing go. 
What’s that? O, the deuce with the speed laws! 
Walter G. Doty. 
oe 


ONE WAY. 


te: risT.—So you ’ve stopped automobile speeding? How did 
you do it? Heavy fines? 


Native.—Nope. Every fellow who was pinched had to take the 


Judge’s old-maid daughter out for a five-hours’ ride. 





1n that far Paree is none built like a B? 


to start for Siberia in Chains, the Young Man 
beside her exhibits all the Symptoms of a Male- 
factor facing his Doom, the Elderly Couple are 
plunged in the profoundest Melancholy, the Fat Man with little white 
Penwipers in front of his Ears looks as if he was reading a Death- 
Warrant, and the gathered Guests seem to imagine that they are at the 
Funeral of their Last Hope. 

Why has Hilarity flown to the Woods and Dejection now reigns 
supreme? Because this is a Wedding, and for some Unknown Reason 
everybody invariably comports themselves thus upon such Joyous 
and altogether amiable Occasions. 





THE MUSKEETER’S OATH. 


‘‘One For ALL AND ALL For ONE.” 








friends and relations. 








eh greater Lowe hath no man than this —to learn to like all of his wife's 
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TOM-CAT sat on a fence one night, 
He yelled and howled in the moonlight bright, 
In musical notes both loud and light, 
Quite sweet. 


As soon as he started all sleeping quit, 

And in their night-pants folks did sit; 

While objects through the air did flit 
At Tom. 


But he, not caring, continued to sing, 

While all those folks at him did fling 

Old shoes and brushes, or any old thing 
At hand. 


And soon they had no more to throw, 

For some of them back to bed did go 

With hopes that he ’d stop his “Sweet and Low” 
Sometime. 


At last, just as the dawn did break, 
A fat man through the yard did make 
His way, and started in to take 
His pick. 
A looking-glass, 4 pair of shoes, 
Three dozen bottles, from milk to booze; 
And numerous things to good to lose, 
Etc. 
A shaving-mug he also got, 
An armful of wood, a coffee-pot, 
And coal enough to fill a lot, 
With other junk. 


“That cat,’’ said he, “is trained O.K., 
And on the things they throw away 
I make enough, and more, to pay 
My laundry bill!” 
Lynn C. Doyle, Jr. 
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CHAPTER II. 

It was a month later. Once more the Gotcush vine 
and fig-tree had been rudely transplanted by the strong- 
arm gillies of the van company. Once more the house- 
hold goods were enshrined in a desirable elevator apart- 
ment with shower-bath and mailing-chute. , 

“Thank heaven we are settled at last!” exclaimed Mrs. Gotcush, 














THE IDEAL APARTMENT 
A TRAGEDY OF LIFE IN THE METROPOLIS. 





CHAPTER I, \\\’ 
[- Last we have found it—the place we have so long | . \ \ | 
sought—my ideal!” l | ; Y \\\ | | | 
Mrs. Gotcush settled back in her luxurious Morris (| | \\ | 
chair and gazed happily around the palatial apartment \\ | y 
| ; 


into which the family had just moved. Things were 
as yet a bit disordered, the lares were piled on the piano 
and some of the penates had fallen off the van and 
Y, been carried away by street urchins, but Mrs. Gotcush 
Ye was happy. She had discovered the ideal apartment. 

4% 
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“Just look at those windows!” she exclaimed, 
turning to her patient husband who was laboriously trying 

to match up the pieces of his meerschaum pipe and mend it with mucil- 
age. ‘Two windows in every room and all of them looking on the 
street. And high enough to be above the dust and the street noises! 
Had you ever thought of that, Henry ?” 

“Yes, my dear,” said Mr. Gotcush, “ they ’re very desirable, I’m sure.” 

“Desirable!” she echoed with more or less auteur, “it’s simply 
perfect! And the floors have all been done over, the decorating is 
exactly what I selected, and they’ve even put the extra bolt on the 
door of the dumb-waiter! The elevated is just far enough away so 
we won't be annoyed by the rattle, and still we don’t have to walk 
two or three blocks to reach it. ‘That new simplex automatic self- 
feeding gas-range is going to be just what I’ve always wanted and 
never could get before, and a Subway station only a block away. I 
can scarcely believe that we are getting all this for only a hundred and 
fifty dollars a month!” 

“That’s the part I have no difficulty about believing,” ventured 
her husband. “TI think it would be very pleasant here if it was only a 
southern exposure so that we could get a little sunshine.” 





hs, 
A HIGH STANDARD OF JOY. 


Mrs. Gotcush arose with a little gasp of despair and horror. First OLD GroucH.— Things have changed since we wuz boys. 
“No sunshine!” she whispered hoarsely. “I never thought of Seconp OLp Groucn.—Yep! But I don’t see as folks is any 
that! We move at the end of the month—when our concession is up!” happier than we be! 








he announcement that the corset must go has a familar sound. In fact, th 
corset has been a going concern almost from the beginning. 








allowing her glance of satisfaction to rest upon both 
pieces of the pier mirror, where they were propped against 
the tapestry. ‘Ihis is the ideal apartment! Henry, I 
would never have forgiven you if you had let this chance 
slip through my fingers.” 

Mr. Gotcush looked up with the patient smile which 
his friends had come to know and love. 

“IT wouldn’t be surprised, Serena,” he said elo- 
quently. 

“We'll have oceans of sunshine here,” she went 
gayly on; “every room but the kitchen has a southern 
exposure, and it will be all right about the kitchen, too, 
because the new maid has a little colored blood and she 
wants to keep it dark. We’re only two blocks from the 
park, and there’s an Elevated station almost within 
sight — it ’so much nicer than the Subway for the summer. 
Henry, you don’t seem to realize how lucky we are! In 
this swell building, full of the nicest sort of people , 

Clang! Glang! 

The harsh strokes of a gong from the street below 
interrupted her cheerful clatter. Without a moment’s 
hesitation she looked out through the southern exposure 
and then with a low moan sank back into the arms of 
her uncomplaining husband. 

“It’s the hurry wagon,” she murmured when she 
had mastered her first ‘emotion, “they are raiding the 
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apartment below us!” 
CHAPTER III. 

Little remains to be told. 

The full flush of summer was upon the great city. 
Hundreds of thousands of earnest husbands toiled through 
the long, sweltering days, supported only by the humble 
highball or the equally unostentatious gin rickey, while their 
wives sent them post-cards from the country saying: “We are having a 
bully time. Sorry you are not here.” Not so Henry Gotcush and family. 
Not so by several sos. Happily installed at last in the ideal apartment, 
after weary weeks of search and inquiry, they looked forward to the 
caloric period without dismay. 

















A WELCOME CHANGE. 


This is a lot more comfortable than it used to be watching the 
trains go by!” 


* Ah! 


IN THE BARREL. 


D1oGrnes.—I knew the boneheads would work the jibe-and-jeer stuff extensively, 
but T never suspected they ’d be laying even money that I’m preparing for a trip over 
Niagara Falls! 





“Henry,” said Mrs. Gotcush, laying her hand lightly on that of her 
husband and idly amassing a five-dollar bill which he was counting at 
the moment, “the thing that is going to make this apartment absolutely 
ideal for us this summer is that it is so cool and so quiet. Sunshine in 
the parlor is all well enough, but you don’t want it blazing into your 
bedroom at five o’clock in the morning, and it will be perfectly lovely 
having the bedroom on the side of the house overlooking that big stretch 
of vacant property.” 

“T had thought of that,” admitted Mr. Gotcush; “and besides, that 
will give us a fine view all the time.” 

“View!” she echoed. “The finest view on Washington Heights! 
Why, we can see more than a mile across open property! And think of 
the cool breezes that will sweep in there, too! I tell you, this apartment 
is ideal! And there is no chance of any queer neighbors—away up 
here in this new part of town. That’s another delight, my dear!” 

A joyous silence fell for a few minutes. Then it was rudely shat- 
tered by an alien voice below. 

“Whoa!” it exclaimed. ‘Get over there, you long-eared son-of-a- 

Watinell’s the matter with you, anyhow?” 

Moved by a common impulse, Henry ' c™ 

and Serena Gotcush sprang to the bed- ; 
room window and looked out of the 
ideal apartment. With a low, shudder- 
ing cry Mrs. Gotcush fell back on her 
husband and softly closed the window. 

A forty-apartment building had 
just been begun on the vacant lot next 
door. 


gun! 


Frank X. Finnegan. 


THE LIMIT. 


hae car rushed merrily along through 

the country wilderness. ‘The soft 
summer breezes tossed the clinging curls 
of the lovely maiden on the outside seat. 
Suddenly she bent her queenly head and her eyes fell for an instant on 
some passing object. She sat up, partly turned, and remarked with 
decided emphasis: “ Well, that’s the limit!” 

At her words the young man seated close by looked about sharply. On 
his handsomely chiseled features there was a distinct expression of annoy- 
ance. Never had he heard his beautiful fiancée use any form of slang before. 

“What limit?” he asked with just a touch of irony in his well- 
moulded voice. 

“The fare limit,” replied the beautiful girl. “It was so designated 
by a giant boulder which we passed but a short time since.” 

“Have your change ready,” said the conductor. And the young 
man dug down. 


LIFE IN THE OPEN. 


¥ 1s well to remember that there are positively no free drinks served 
over the bar of Justice. 
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A PARLOR TRAGEDY. DISTINCTION. DURABLE. 
HEY were tearing down the old house to M**: KNICKER.— What is the chief dif- N°“: a certain Emilius Priscus was of the f 
make room for a more modern struc- ference between summer and winter? lobby that year. Meeting Brutus one 
ture. ‘The brows of the sturdy work- Mrs. BockEerR.—In winter you ask for more day, he spoke of a pending measure in which 
men were beaded with honest sweat. money, and in summer you write for it. he was deeply interested. 
Their strong muscles were taxed to the utmost as “Of course,” quoth he, with airy confidence, 
the ponderous timbers, one by one, were loosened. ey “you will pass the bill!” 
At last they reached the interior, and with wa,” “What for?” demanded the noblest Roman 
i heavy steps entered the once-magnificent of them all, turning upon him fiercely. Enmilius 
i parlor. Here they paused, for the sight that perceived at once that the game was up, but 
» met their eyes was indeed one of great he was just sport enough to let fly a Parthian 
ik strangeness. shot. ‘“ Why—er—for the usual rates, I 
: Seated upon the once- gorgeous lounge, with suppose!” he made answer. 
i his thin, haggard face fixed intently upon a ys Showing that the countrymen of Horace 
i door just opposite, was a man. But such a and Cicero not only had a sense of humor, but 
i man! His face was the color of the driven were perhaps the first to make intelligent use 
1 snow, and lean even to the bones. His long, of some of the most durable jokes the world 
i emaciated hands locked and interlocked with has ever seen. 
is twitching nervousness. His evening clothes 
’ were moth-eaten and saturated with dust, his THE LIMIT. 
linen begrimed and unsightly, while his shoes ee is so egotistical that he 
were cracked and warped in many places. is jealous of his wife. 


NetrL_e.—Jealous of his wife ? 
Eaton.— Yes, jealous because she has such 
a paragon for a husband. te 


spiders of divers kinds had woven their dainty 
webs of lace. On his right shoulder an enor- 
mous cocoon had just burst, and from it there 
fluttered a beautiful moth with great silvery 
wings. It was indeed a wondrous picture. 

Slowly the laborers approached, with awe- 
stricken faces, while they conversed among 
themselves in stilled whispers. At last one of 
them put forth his right hand and touched 
the man’s shoulder, close beside the. beautiful 
moth. What is it?” asked the son of toil. 
“Why are you here?” 

The occupant of the lounge moved his head 
slowly, and with great effort. He dul not depart a 
from his fixed gaze on the door just opposite. 

His eyes, feverish and filled with a suppressed SOON. 

expectancy, did not flicker. “That’s all right, iry Eprror.—It was a very fashionable porenietie of absolute wisdom, small 
boys,” he said in a thin, dry voice. “I am just C divorce, eh? talk is n’t so very much smaller than most 
waiting—that’s all! She sent word that she Society Epiror.— Very. The chief-justice of the great talk, and it has the additional merit 
would be down ina minute.” Witliam Sanford. presided and the decree was issued at high noon. of being frank in its foolishness. 


27> 
i i H My Y 7G Yj /} 
In his luxurious growth of auburn hair , Yi ; 






CERTAINLY. 
| gpetteswen makes you think baseball is 


crooked ? 
SHe.—When a man deliberately steals, and 
isn’t put out of the game, it’s a sure sign. 


AS CHAUFFEURS GO. 


INSIDE BASEBALL. “Tue, chauffeur seems a sober, careful 
ellow. 


“Well, for the wages they pay they can’t well 
expect anything else.” 
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THE RICH MAN’S SON: 


His Toys 1N THE Pasvr. His Toy IN THE PRESENT. 
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AMBITION. 


THE RENDEZVOUS; OR, WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


yy gy Yoda 
Yj jj 





Ajj Yj %//// T was a dreamy evening in Summer, and the last 
q} Mf i iy 4, I light of a multi-colored sunset was falling like 
Mi , yy, an ethereal chrism upon the green downs that 
billowed toward the opalescent sea. Over the 
soft grass of these broken and subdued relics of 
a geological upheaval a tender girl, fair with 
the first bloom of young maidenhood, trod pen- 
sively the winding path that led to the rocky 
shore. On either side of her slim blue-clad 
figure spread dark patches of juniper and bay, 
while here and there the golden-rod, efflores- 
cence of summer sunshine, raised proud and 
jocund its luminous heads of flowers. Suill was 
the air, and almost as silent the brooding sea. 
Its long, slow rollers seemed to move with tender 
stealth toward a scarce more motionless shore, 
and to caress with their liquid embrace the great 
rocks upon which they willingly spent themselves 
and, laving, subdued. 
Far out upon the edge of the green downs sat, upon a 
# rustic bench, a youth, gazing now at the mystic grays of 
evening creeping over the vast deep, now backward expect- 
antly over the ever-glooming downs. Slowly the pink and yellow 
died from out the zenith, red passed into amethyst, and then all tints 
softened into pearl, and the sombre purity of evening was imminent 
over sea and land. 

The young man heard a light footfall and eagerly turned. In an 
instant, more than the “splendor of ended day” filled his heart and 
shone from his eyes to hers. As his arms encircled her supple waist, 
as his lips drank the intoxicating sweetness of hers, all the immensity of 
ocean, all the solidity of earth, became as a vapor and a nothing. 

be 

“ Dearest one, more beloved than words can tell, one thing I must 

confess to you. Proud and beautiful as you are, what wonder if that 


which I am to say may chill and estrange vou from me! — you Arline 
Delorme, so fine, so delicately bred, so perfect. But I dare not in mere 


PUCK 
ee N honesty remain silent longer. My conscience troubles me sorely—I 
‘ 


shall have no peace till I speak forth the bitter truth to you, and 
hear my faté from your sweetest of lips.” 

“What is it? ‘Tell me now,” murmured the low voice of 
| Arline Delorme. 

“ Darling—O, how can I say it!” he cried brokenly. “ Arline-— 
Miss Delorme, I have deceived you—I did not realize what I was 
guilty of in my madness to win your love—I—my name is not what 
I have told you. I am not named Harcourt Greystone.” He turned 
from her, shame-faced, hopeless. 

“Your name—not Harcourt Greystone?” She seemed, as it 
were, stunned by his dreadful words. “‘lhen, sir, what zs your 
name?” } 

“It is—how can I utter it? Yet the truth alone now—it is 
John W. Boggs.” He ended almost in a whisper. 

“Boggs!” she shrieked. “O, Heaven! Leave me! Leave 
me alone! No words! Go! You have lied to me, deceived me. 
May Heaven forgive you, | cannot.” 

Bitterly despondent, heart-broken, the young man turned away, 
tottered a few steps; then, as if 
by a sudden inspiration, he 
turned back and caught 
her by both hands. 

“Tell me your real 
name,” he said hoarsely. 
“Then I will go for ever.” 

She hesitated. A bit- 
ter pang shook her frame. 
At last she murmured: 

“Tt is— O, heartless, 
shameless one !—not De- 
lorme—no, nor Arline—it 
is Mamie ‘Tubbins.” 

“Saved!” he cried, 
and clasped her to his 
breast. They were married 
the following October. 











George Jay Smith. 
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DEFT. FORCE OF HABIT. 


EE the society woman! “Is your wife in?” asked the friend 
S Is the woman famous for 

the uncommon brilliance of the 
company she manages to as- 
semble at her dinners? 

That, briefly, is what the woman is most famous for. 

And has she recourse to anything beyond the simple device of 
seating every wife where she may conveniently kick her husband under 
the table ? 

No, nothing. 

Showing how markedly it boosts the average man’s brightness to 
know exactly when to open his trap and when to shut it ? 

Yes, indeed. 


of the druggist. 

‘‘No,” replied the druggist, absent- 
mindedly, ‘* but I can show you some- 
thing just as good.” 
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(Drawn by Fohn the Porterd 
ALTERED TO SUIT. 


LAwyER.—I demand to know whether you are married or single? 


TTALESMAN.—M-m-married ! 
LAWYER.—Has your wife formed any opinion about this case? 








other things. 


Me twill buy some things, we know, and some of those people who have the 
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THIS WAS CURRENT EVEN WHEN 
CONFUCIUS FLOURISHED: 
‘*Respect! The present generation does n't 
know the word! They have no idea of what 
isduea parent. In the good old days om 


























You HEARD THIS SORT OF THING ABOUT THE 
TIME THE GLACIAL PERIOD BEGAN: 

‘I tell you the winters are getting milder and 

milder. We/’ll never have the healthy cold weather 

again that we used to have in the good old days.” 
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Just’ BEFORE THE CRUSADES THIS STYLE OF SAY 
Conversation Was in Vocus: WHEN RapHAet Painrep You Coutp Hea Bie: 
‘‘T tell you the age is maierialistic. There are se THIS Most ANY Dav: 
} noideals. We want fifteen pence for every shilling BEING Painting! Nay, he is a likely youth, but paint! 
i we spend. But in the good old days Why, in the good old days , 
? THE PUCK PRESS ; UE ES SADT OD POET TIER sisinsimitdehiniaieemaa re 
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THE GOOD OLD DAYS _ OR, SEVEN 
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WHEN THE CHRISTIANS WERE HOLDING THEIR 
First OpeNn-AIR MEETINGS THE ROMANS 
UsED TO EXPRESS THEMSELVES 
ALONG THIS LINE: 


‘*Ha, Cassius, thou amusest me! A new religion! 


Nay, the era of new religions is past. Now, in th 
WHEN SAMSON GOT TO THE PHILISTINES THIS aoa old days - .™ P , , 
LINE OF TALK WAS POPULAR: $ 


**Doesn’t it make you sick to see all this fuss 
about some second-rater who turns a little trick like 
that? I remember in the good old days -———” 
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EveN WHEN SHAKSPERE EARNED His TEN-AND- 
CAKES THE RiALTO BUZZED WITH THIS: 
‘*You call Hamlet a play? Nay, nay, Dick, ’tis 

a vaudeville, a comic opera, perhaps, but a play? 

Never! Now, in the good old days ———” 





rd 








SEVEN AGES OF PESSIMISM. 
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WEEK BEGINNING SEPTEMBER ELEVENTH. 


Academy of Music, 14th St. and Irving Place. Stock Com- 
pany in repertoire. Evenings 8 :15. 

American, 42d St. W. of Bway. Vaudeville. All-Star Acts. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Astor, Bway and 45th St. ‘Seven Days.’’ Evenings 8:15 

Broadway, 41st and Bway. Lew Fields in “The Henpecks.” 
Evenings 8:15. 

Casino, Bway and 3oth. Star revival of ‘ Pinafore.” 
Evenings 8:15. 

Century, 62d St. and Sth Av. “The Blue Bird.’ Eve- 
nings 8:15. 

Cohan’s, Bway and 43d St.‘ Get-Rich-Quick Wallingford,” 
with Hale Hamilton. Evenings 8:15. A new view of the 
confidence-man., 

Colonial, Bway and 62d St. All-Star Vaudeville. Daily 
matinees. Evenings 8:15. 

Columbia, Bway and 47th. Burlesque. Daily matinees 2:15. 
Evenings 8 : 15. 

Comedy, 41st St. bet. Bway & 6th Av. ‘“ Speed," an auto- 
comedy in three acts. 

Criterion, Bway and 44th. ‘* Passers-By,"’ a new p/ay by 
Haddon Chambers, 

Daly's, Bway and 30th St. ‘‘ When Sweet Sixteen,” a new 
song-play by Hobart and Herbert. Evenings 8 : 15. 
Empire, Bway and goth St. John Drew in the new comedy 
“A Single Man,"’ by H. H. Davies. Evenings 8:15. 
Folies Bergére, 46th St. and Bway. Musical Revue and 

Cabaret Show, *‘ Hello Paris!’ Evenings 8:15. 

Gaiety, 146th and Bway. ‘* Excuse Me.”’ A Pullman Carnival. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Globe, Bway and 46th St. Valeska Suratt in ‘The Red 
Rose,"’ a new musical comedy. Evenings 8:15. 

Grand Opera House, 8th Av. and 23d. ‘*Madame Sherry,” 
with Lina Abarbanell. Evenings 8: 15. 


Harris, 42d St. W.of Bway. Rose Stahl in “‘ Maggie Pepper.” 
Evenings 8 : 20. 
Herald Square, Bway and 35th. ‘ Miss Jack,"’ a new musi- 
cal comedy, with Bothwell Browne. Evenings 8: 15. 
Hippodrome, 6th Av., 43d & 44th Sts. ‘“ Around the World,” 
spectacle in seventeen scenes. Evenings 8:15. 

Hudson, 44th St. and Bway. Frank McIntyre in ‘Snobs,"’ a 
new comedy by George Bronson-Howard. Ev’gs 8:15. 

Irving Place Theatre, Irving Place and 15th St. John Kellerd 
and Stock Company in repertoire of English plays. 
Evenings 8:15 

Keith & Proctor’s, Fifth Ave., Bway and 28th St. All-Star 
Vaudeville. Daily Matinees) Evenings 8:15. 


Knickerbocker, Bway and 38th St. “ The Siren,” a new 
musical comedy, with Donald Brian. Evenings 8:15. 


Liberty, 42d St. W. of Bway. Julian Eltinge in ‘‘ The 
Fascinating Widow.” Evenings 8:15. 
Lyceum, Bway and 45th St. “ Thy Neighbor's Wife,” anew 
~ three-act comedy by Elmer Harris. Evenings 8:30. 


Lyric, 42d St. W. of Bway. ‘“Everywoman,”’ a dramatic 
spectacle. Evenings 8:20 

Manhattan Opera House, 34th St. and 8th Av. Robert 
Mantel! in Shaksperean repertoire. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Maxine Elliott's, 39th St. E. of Bway. 
Henrietta Crosman in ‘The Real 
Thing,” a newcomedy. Ev’gs 8:15. 

New Amsterdam, 42d St. W. of Bway. 
“The Pink Lady.”’ Evenings 8:15 
A musical comedy de /uxe founded 
on “Ta Satyre.”’ 

Playhouse, 48th St. E. of Bway. Douglas 
Fairbanks in “A Gentleman of 
Leisure.’ Evenings 8:30. 

Thirty-ninth Street, goth nr. Bway. John 
Mason in “As a Man _ “Thinks.” 
Evenings 8:15. 

Victoria Theatre, 42d St. and Bway. 
Hammerstein’s All-Star Vaudeville. 
Daily matinees. Evenings 8:15. 

Wallack's, Bway and oth St.** Pomander 
Walk,’ Parker's ‘Comedy of Happi- 
ness.” Evenings 8: 20. 

West End, 125th St. W. of 8th Av. ‘The 
Deep Purple,” a drama of modern 
life. Evenings 8:15. 





PUCK 


WANTED. 


T don’t want horses 
And I don’t want chink, 
I don’t want dinners 
And I don’t want drink, 
I don’t want friendship 
Which you tell me of, 
But I do want something— 
So it must be love. 


For I don’t want drama 
And I don’t want art, 

And I don’t want music 
That will soothe the heart, 

And I don’t want glad rags, 
Not a tie nor glove, 

But I do want something — 
So it must be love. 


For my heart is crazy 
And my head ’s a-whir, 

And the world is nothing 
But a frame for Her. 

And I moon and maunder 
Like a turtle-dove, 

And I do want something— 
So it must be love. 


For I don’t want ’baccy 
And | don’t want drink, 
And I don’t want horses, 
And I don’t want chink. 
And I don’t want any- 
Thing you tell me of, 
But I do want something — 
So it must be love, 
Berton Braley. 


od 
HIS VAIN REGRET. 


B aw first parents were leaving the Garden 
together, when Eve suddenly stepped 
behind Adam. ‘Age before beauty,” she re- 
marked, with more truth than modesty. 

‘“ Huh!” muttered Adam, with a boastfulness 
that was surprising. “If that order had been 
followed when the Serpent was interviewed, I 


>}? 


bet we would n’t be walking out now! 


THE POLICE-DOG GETS HIS. 





Winter Garden, Bway and 5oth St. ‘* Musi- 
cal Revue of tgtt.’? Evenings 8:15. 














tn the Baseball Spotlight. 
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IX.— WALTER JOHNSON OF WASHINGTON, A FIxst- 


DiviIsION PITCHER WITH A SECOND- 
DIVISION CLUB. 


UNPROFITABLE WAGGERY. 


Sia was once a Young Man who hugely 

enjoyed the Distinction he bore of being 
the Champion Cut-up of the Village in which 
he resided. He was always the Life of the 
Party, and a Sunbeam of Merriment wherever 
he chanced to be. A joyous Laugh continually 
followed him as the Tail follows the Comet. 
But, as it requires real Brains to be everlastingly 
amusing, after he had gone on his Jocund Way 
for Years he all at once awoke to the Fact that 
the Lumpy Boys of the Neighborhood, who ran 
largely to Gravity and Adam’s- 
apples, and were as litle amusing 
as a Knot on a Log, were going 
all around him like a Cooper 
around a Barrel, and accumulat- 
ing Scudi where he got Laughs. 

“There is nothing,” said he, 
after a Season of profound Cogi- 
tation, “in the Wag- business, 
anyhow. Solemnity and Success 
seem Synonymous. | will reform, 
for, verily, Laughing Stock pays 
no Dividends.” 


thee SPONGE’S VERSION.— 
Whom man has done, man 














can do! 

















Ill. — THE AWAKENING. 


1V.— THE RIOT ACT, 








V.— MORE SLUMBER. 














VI.— MORE AWAKENING. 
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SEEING EUROPE. 

Scene. —THE LOUVRE. 

Characters.— A GU1DE speaking broken English, and E1GHT AMERICANS, 
namely: A Fat-Man, A Man Who is Counting the Cost, A Silent Man, 
and A Hungry Man; A Tired Woman, A ‘lireder Woman, A Tiredest 
Woman, and A Souvenir Hunter. 





gg Guipe.— You are now in ze presence of ze great Venus 
de Milo, which 
THE Fat Man.— Dirty-looking old thing, ain’t it? 
Let’s walk over to that bench and sit down until 
1 can recover some breath. 

THe TireD Woman.— Let’s do. 

so tired that nothing is interesting. 

THE TIREDER Woman.— Did you ever 

try walking on the sides of your feet? That 
rests the soles 

THE Man Who 1s COUNTING THE 

Cost.— What’s the old thing supposed to 
be worth, anyhow, guide? For my part I 
would n’t give 

THE TiREDEst Woman.— I'd give up 
all the balance of the trip for an hour in 
an American rocking-chair. But I don’t 
believe there’s one in all Europe! 

THE SouVENIR HunterR.—I wonder if 
they ’«]_ miss one more little chip. It’s 
pretty well broken up as itis. If I can’t 

get a chip I must get some post-cards of it and 
mark the place where I stood when I looked at it. 

‘THe SILent Man.—..... 

‘THE GuIDE.—We now-come to ze widely celebrated “ Mona 
Lisa,” painted by Leonardi da Vinci in ze fifteenth 

‘THE Huncry Man.— Her face looks like a_batter-cake, 
don’t it? I’d give a dollar apiece for a half-duzen buckwheat 
batter-cakes with maple syrup right now. 

THE MAN Who Is CounTING THE Cost.— You can’t get anything 
fit to eat over here. Why, they charged me ten francs for—— 

THe Tirepest Woman.— My skirt’s long and I don’t believe any- 
body would notice if I took off my shoes for awhile 

THE TIREDER WomMaNn.— Don’t! You’ll never get ’em on again! 

THe Fat Man.— They ’ve left us ’way behind. But I don’t care, 
do you? I’d rather have a few minutes’ rest than to see the whole 
blamed dump. 

Tue Tired Woman.— Would n’t it be a good joke on the others if 
we went back to the hotel and rested for the balance of the day? We 
could tell our friends at home that we had been to the Louvre just 
the same. 

THe Fat Man.— That’s the thing! Let’s do! I don’t know a 
Murillo from an almanac cover, anyhow. Come on! (£xit.) 

THe Guipe.—To ze right ze wonderful works of ze Barbazon 
painters, Millet, Daubigny, Corot 

THE SouvENIR Hunrer.—I wish the guide would look the other 
way. I want the cracked cor- 
ner out of that frame so much. 
Talk to him somebody—that’s 
right. Now’s my chance 
O, he’s looking again! 

Tue Guipe.—Parbleu! Do 
not touch, madame, it is posi- 
tively against ze rules! 

THE SOUVENIR HUNTER.— 
My! How he scared me! 
Suppose he had seen me with 
the piece in my hand? But 
I almost got it! 

THE ‘TIREDEST WoMAN.— 
If I thought we would n’t meet 
anybody we knew to-morrow, 
I’d wear my husband’s rubber 
overshoes instead of my shoes. 
And I'll bet I leave off this hot 
flannel petticoat 

THE TIREDER WOMAN.— 
Yes, and let’s go out without 
our corsets 
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THE TOWN IS LOOKING UP. 


THe Guipe.—We are now entering ze gallery of Spanish painters. 
Ze large one in ze middle is by Velasquez, and ze one on ze left-——— 

THE ‘TIREDER Woman.— Ever hear of that one? 

‘THE TrREDEst Woman.—No. And if I ever do again, I'll only 
think of this day of torture 

‘THE SOUVENIR HunNTER (0 Tiredest Woman ).—1'm going to pre- 
tend to have lost something, and go back and get that piece of frame 
while there ’s nobody there. 1’ll meet you at the hotel. 

THe Man Who 1s CountTING THE Cost.—I wonder if | 
sneak away before I have to tip the guide? L’Il try it. 

THE Huncry Man.—And I haven’t struck a place where they 
know how to mix an American cocktail. Have you? 

THE SILENT Man.—..... 

THE TIREDER WoMAN.—I saw a piece of Valenciennes lace, four 
inches wide, for two francs the 
yard at the Bon Marché— 
Guide, what’s all the noise 
about back there? 

THe Guipe.— Madame, ze 
Americaine of your party has 
just been arrest for mutilating 
ze frames, and- 

THE TiRED Woman.— 
Horrors! What can we do? 

THE Tirepesr Woman.— 
Nothing. I’m too tired! 

Tue Huncry Man.— And 
I’m too hungrv ! 

THE SILENT MAN.—..... 

THe Guipne.—Canaille! 
What’s ze use? Sixteen francs, 
please! Harvey Peake. 


SPURNED. 


RESHMAN. So “Buck” 
Swatem would n’t take that 
offer the Big League manager 





can’t 











THE Hunory Man.—All 
the pictures look like batter- 
cakes to me, except those that look 
like ham and eggs! 

THE SILENT MAN.—..... 


BLISSFUL 


THE Hunvrer.— Poor dumb beast! 
simple movement of my finger, I can wipe it out of existence! 








IGNORANCE. 





made him ? 
SopHOMORE.—No. “Buck” told 
him he could get a much longer trip 
singing on the Glee Club during 
the holidays. 


It has n’t the least idea that, by a 
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mate dwells at the bottom of a well, the bottom of a well being about the 


only place not needed for something more important. 







































Simply strain 
through 
cracked 

ice, and 
serve. 


When others are of- 
fered, it’s for the pur- 
pose of larger profits. 
Accept no substitute. 


Martini (gin 
base) an 
Manhattan 
(whiskey base) 
are the most 
popular. At 
allgood dealers. 


G.F. HEUBLEIN 
& BRO. 
Sole Props. 

Hartford 
New York 
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EVANS’ ALE 


Cc. MH. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 








I. 
THE SHOT. 





is a distinct type of beverage, 
possessing characteristics that 
are individual and contrasting. 


OU can only get these dis- 
tinctive characteristics in 


EVANS’ ALE. 


HEY are tothe ale what brains 

are to the individual, and show 
what the mixture of brains with 
the hops and malt and water can 
achieve. 


IGHT not that be the reason 

why a sturdy ale makes 

sturdy men? If like begets like 

why should ale virtues not impart 
themselves to the individual? 

Evans’ Ale can be had in splits as well as 


regular size bottles at Restaurants, 
Cafes and Dealers. 





A Domestic SECRET. 

“Why are the references presented 
by cooks so often unreliable?” 

“IT suppose,” replied the timid house- 
wife, “it’s because we have to write 
them references in order to persuade 
them to leave peaceably.” —P%iladel- 
phia Times. 


“Ves, I have just done Europe.” 

“Can you give me a list of hotels 
to go to?” 

“No; the best I can do is to give 
you a list of hotels to keep away from.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 





Wuart SHE HEARD. 
“Well, did you enjoy your evening, 
my dear?” 


“Indeed I did. John. I went to 


| the opera.” 


“QO! What did you hear?” 


‘Rather what didn’t I hear? I | 


heard that Ruth Jackson was engaged 
to Tom Harris, the one who got drunk 
at the golf club last year. And that 


| Jack Courtney and Edith Pascoe have 





quarreled and are not going to be 
married after all. ‘then I heard the 
Singletons have a baby and that Mrs. 
Singleton wants it called Peter Gari- 
baldi, after her mother’s stepfather, 
but Mr. Singleton wants it called 
Primus, because of being the first. 
Then I heard that Baron von Schmeldt 
is not a Baron after all, and that the 
Johnsons “2 

“But 

“Don't interrupt. I thought you 
wanted to know what I heard?” 

“So I did, but “4 

“Keep quiet, then. 
heard “ 

“\What I meant was, what opera 
did you hear?” 

«QO, I don’t remember. I saw the 
name on the program.” — Chicago 


Recorid-Herald. 
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Well, I also 





‘THERE is a lot of pure food for | 


thought in the Wiley case.— Brooklyn 
Daily Eagle. 














Guests Know 
they are gefting the best beer 


brewed when you serve 


Pabst 
BlueRibbon 


The Beer of Quality 


It is rich but not heavy---and just enough of 
the delicious appetizing flavor of hops 
without the excessive bitter. 








Best Dealers ° 

















ForSaletvery 


means 


PURE Whiskey 


Properly used, 
the Best and Most 
Healthful onic Anown 


where Accept no 


Substitute 











Walk, — 








TH is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. 

We have now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK!” 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 
Ten Cents per Copy. 


Admirers of this famous poem 
will appreciate the opportunity 
to secure copies in handy pocket 
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Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, 








Not His LANGUAGE. 


| “Don’t use too long words,” said F. 
Hopkinson Smith, the author, at a 
luncheon in Philadelphia. “1 was 
once on the way to Reading by train, 
and at a town nestling beside the river 
I came out on the platform and drew 
in deep breaths of the pure, delicious 
aw.” 
“Isn't this invigorating?’ 
to the brakeman. 
“*No, sir, it’s Conshohocken,’ he 
said.”— Fall River Tron Journal. 
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THE PLor. 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters § 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample by mall, 
25 cts. instamps. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Up Acainst It. 

“John,” asked = Mrs. 
“what is a ‘political con. game’ ?” 

| “Why, it’s—it’s a frame-up, you 

| know.” 

| “Ves, but what is a frame-up?” 

«« A_er—piece of bunk, of course; 
can’t you ? 

“What is a piece of bunk?” 

“OQ, shucks!” exclaimed Mi 
Dorkins. ‘ What’s the use of trying" 
tell a woman anything about politics! 
—Chicago Tribune. 
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We have heard a great deal about 
Southern chivalry, but right here in 
Chicago we recently saw a man who, 
while riding in an elevated-railway car, 
refrained from turning the pages of his 
paper because he happened to know 
that a lady who sat behind him was read- 
ing a bargain-sale advertisement over 
his shoulder.— Chicago Record- Herald., 


MONKS WIN RIGHT — 


TO CHARTREUSE 


United States Supreme Court Favors 
Carthusian Order in Fight to Protect 
Secret of Its Liqueur. 


By a decision of the United States 
Supreme Court the Carthusian monks, 
who make the celebrated liqueur known 
as chartreuse, have won their fight against 
the Cusenier Company, a New York cor- 
poration, to prevent the latter from using 
the trade mark and other indicia of the 
monks’ product in the sale of a similar 
cordial in this country. The Cusenier 
Company acts as agent for the French 
liquidator, Mons. Henri Lecontier, ap- 
pointed by the French court to take pos- 
session of the property of the monks in 
France under the Associations act of Igor. 

Following the forcible removal from 
their monastery, near Voiron, in the De- 
partment of Isere, in France, the monks 
took their liqueur manufacturing secret 
with them and set up a factory in Tarra- 
gona, in Spain, and there have continued 
to manufacture the cordial, importing 
from France such herbs as were needed 
for the purpose. 

The French liquidator, it is alleged, un- 
dertook to make a cordial identical with 
or closely resembling the monks’ product. 

In about all substantial details the 
claims of the monks have been upheld, 
except that the defendant company has 
not been held in contempt. Justice 
Hughes wrote the decision. The juris- 
diction of the Circuit Court was upheld. 
It was also set forth that the monks’ non- 
use of the trade mark did not constitute 
abandonment and that the French law 
affecting it could not have any extra-ter- 
ritorial effect as far as this country was 
concerned, and that the monks have an 
exclusive right to the use of the word 
Chartreuse in the sale of their product 
in the United States.—Mew York Herald, 
June 20, IgI1. 














IIL. 
RETRIEVED. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“tts Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
vUCe per Case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 








er 
*? not only gives a hi lowing,dur- 
thespolish 


sdle poljab to all metals,but (E3N 
Bar Keepers Friend 


‘ants, itwillshine on! It benefits all metals, minerals o: 
vood while os them. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug- 
2c 


flets and dealers, stamp for sample to 
Wiliam Hoffman, 295 E. Washington SS SaStmeetie, ek 











| Apollinaris 


.it.”’"—Catholic Stand- 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS,” 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 


and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 








‘*VYes, my child.” 
‘*Even the 
| things 
house, 


‘*but it seems to me 
it’s excessively 
warm here.” 

“Eh! What?” 
snorted Satan. ‘‘Evi- 
dently you forget 
where you are. This 
place is meant to be 
hot.” | 

**Quite so; but 
there’s such a 
thing as overdoing ; 


and all around ?”’ 
“Ves, my child, 
everywhere.” 








| 
} 


templation and pro- 
| found silence: 
‘*‘Gee! I would 
not like to be Pa.” 
—Lippincott’s. 






spanning a period 
of 100 years, : 
the quality of ss 


Old Overholt Ry 


** Same for 100 years’’ : 
with me. 
was 


bas remained uniform. Bottled in bond under my ailment 
government supervision—has a rare old flavor practically cured.” 


ard and Times. 


‘© WHERE are you | 
going with that goat, 
little boy?” 

“Down to the 
lake. Come along 
if you wanter see 


| 


Told me 





some fun. 


|a crate of sponges, 


obtained only through ageing in the wood— “What did you 
Insist on OVERHOLT— have >” a 
it’s real whiskey epee ; 
‘“‘Three hundred 


A Overholt & Co. | dollars originally.” 


— Comier-Journal., 


This 


here goat has jest et 





an’ I’m goin’ down | 
to let him drink.” | 
—TZoledo Blade. | 


Mr. NEWCOME.— | 
Does keeping board- 
ers pay? 

Mrs. HASHLEIGH. 
—lt does n’t pay un- 
less they do.—Boston 
Transcript. 





“SHE must be a 
very clever card- 
player.” 

‘* What makes you 
think so?” 

‘* She has so much 
hand-painted china.”’ 

| —Detroit Free Press. 




















The Soap for the Whole Family 


There’s a unique adaptability about 
Pears’ Soap. It makes the child enjoy 








its bath, helps the mother preserve 
her complexion, and the man of the 
house finds nothing quite so good for 
shaving. 

Have you used 


Pears Soap 


























THEY were cast away on a desert island, escaping from the sinking ship 
with their lives and little else. 

“To-morrow,” said the man, “will be Sunday.” The woman sighed as she 
put up her luxuriant hair. Then she stared at her frock and her battered shoes. 

“George,” she said to the man, “I want your help. Show me the things 
that have been washed up from the wreck.” 

He led her to the little heap of wreckage and she gazed at it meditatively. 
Then she went to work. She picked up a waste-basket from the captain’s 
cabin, encircled it with the rim of a saucepan and trimmed it with six feathers 
from the cook’s duster. ‘Then she hung a square of hammock netting over it 
and garnished one side with a binnacle-lamp reflector and a bit of knotted rope. 

Carefully balancing this masterpiece, she lowered it over her head and let 
it rest on her ears. Then she smiled. 

“Then let it be Sunday,” she said.—C/eveland Plain Dealer. 
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A PROTEST. “Say, Ma, does 
‘*T beg pardon,” God see everything Finest Beer 
said the new arrival, | we do?” 


Ever Brewed 


Tell “George” to bring 
you Blatz. Watch for 
the label—the triangle. 
It stands for quality. 


**Always the same 
| Good Old Blatz’’ 
from Milwaukee 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
d invited direct. 
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Tobacco Habit Banished 


DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES all 
forms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 

| No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money, Send 
for our free bocklet giving full information, 

Elders’ Sanitarium, Dept. 59 Sit. Jeseph, Mo 


| 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 an«l 86 Bleecker Street ‘ 
Brancu Wanknouse : 20 Beekman Street, § 


New Youk 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





MISUNDERSTOOD. 


SHE.—He has quite a reputation as 


| a singer. 
He.—Yes, but it’s not very good. 
“ What’s not very good?” 
“His reputation as 
Yonkers Statesman. 


# singer!” 
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IV. 
PERCEIVED. 
—Lustige Blatter. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in makingit; insures your getting 
the very best. ©. W. Abbott & Uo., Baltimore, Md. 


USE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY 


BLAIR’S PILLS 


50c. & $1.00 
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PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD 





New York to Chicago at night. 

No loss of time. 

Ieave Pennsylvania Station 4.00 P. M. 
Arrive Chicago 8.55 the next morning. 


Time-saving greases the wheels of bus- 


The 


“Pennsylvania Special” 


All-Steel, all-Pullman with hotel and 
club conveniences, runs over a dustless 
solid roadbed, 
ease. The 
are of the highest grade, performed by 
picked crews. It is the 


Premier 18-Hour Train 


All through 
Pennsylvania 
block from 
Street. 





iness. 


ensuring comfort and 


service and appointments 


trains leave the 
Station, 
Broadway at 


one 
32d 


For tickets, delivered at home, office, or hotel; for Pullman reservations 
and any information, 


Telephone «‘ Madison Square 7900”’ 
C. STUDDS, D. P. A., 263 Fifth Avenue, New York City 





| sacrifice his self-respect ?” 


| believe in indiscriminate charity.” 





| thoroughfares.” 





| I admitted. 


| good pup, too.— Punch. 





An African Methodist revival was in progress at Buxton, Ia. 
johnson had “ wrastled” long and hard in an effort to “get religion.” 
the minister rose wearily. 

“Ladies and gentlemans,” he said, “I move you that Brer’ Johnsing’s sins 
be forgiven him.” 

“IT second dat motion,” came simultaneously from a dozen dusky throats. 


Brother 
At last 














PHOTOGRAVURES 


FROM————— 


Puck Proofs 


Conyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 
oy ov 


And his sins were unanimously forgiven.— Success Magazine. 


TIME, THREE A.M. ASLEEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 


is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send 10 
_ for Catalogue with over 60 Miniature Reproductions. 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Address PUCK, New York 

















Dancerous Doc. 
“I shall have to sell the pup,” said 
James. 
“Funks, does he?” I asked. 
“Not he,” he said indignantly. 
“ He’d face a polar bear if I asked him 
to.” 


00000000000000008 


EVERY TEST 
PROVES 
IT THE 


A horrible suspicion seized me. 

“You've been trying,” I asked, “to 
teach him to beg, and he’s refused to 

“Of course not. You know! don’t 

‘Well, then, what’s the trouble ?” 

* He has libelled me.” 

“What? Does he write fiction too?” | 
I exclaimed. ‘‘The young dog!” 

“There are more ways of libelling a 
man,” said James, “than painting him 
as the villain of a storyette,” to which 
I agreed. 

“The other day,” James went on, 
“T lost him. I searched for him, and 
found him searching for me outside 
the Criterion bar which, as you know, | 
is situated in one of our busiest 


“Wonderful instinct dogs have,” I 
suggested. ‘He knew it was useless 
going in, as he was under fourteen.” 

“T call it a nasty, underhand way of 
getting revenge for being _ lost,” 
grumbled James. ‘Everybody who 
saw him concluded I was drinking at 
ten o’clock in the morning, when as a 
matter of fact I was in the post-office.” 

“Tt is often called buying a stamp,” 


HUNTER 
WHISKEY 


Sold at all first-class cefes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 


OOODDOOOOOOOOOOOODOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO 


* Anyhow, my character’s gone, and 
the pup will have to go too. I shall, 
of course, take no legal action.” 

And so I got it cheap; and a very 


OOODDOOOOOOOVOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOODOOOO 


OOOOOOOOO 
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Yesnery 
Daveeny 


A FORECAST. 
Suet.—I think it’s going to turn cooler, dear. 
Hr.—Yes; I think it is.—7he Zatler. 
“Mr. Bryan will do his part,” says Zhe Commoner. 
Wasn't the letter “y” left off the end of that last word ?— Washington Post. 











Back to work! 
_but we still NOC Me 
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The Velvet smoker returns from his vacation 
with a smile and not a grouch! Velvet helped 
his golf, his tennis, his sailing and fishing, and 
NOW it smooths his daily task and continues 
the pleasures of his vacation. 

Send your office boy to the nearest shop 
for a tin of Velvet—and try a pipeful of "the 
smoothest tobacco." 


SPAULDING & MERRICK 


CHICAGO 


1Os 


For a full two-ounce tin 
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